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The Castle de Warrenne. 


A ROMANCE. 


CHAP. I. 


“* Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 

“« Their homely birth, or parentage obscure 
“ Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smiie 

** The shoct and simple annals of the poor !” 


SLowLy and heavily the bell of 
the great clock in the turret tolled out three: 
the gloomy mists of night were gradually 
dispersing, while a faint yellow, tinging the 
eastern hemisphere, already indicated the 
approach of day.—Matilda started from 
her couch yet wet with tears, and which 
had that night afforded ber but broken and 
imperfect slumbers. Fearing that she had 
exceeded the appointed time, she hasti- 
ly arrayed herself in her simple habit, and 
bending mournfully over the bed of the yet 
sleeping Raymond, bestowed innumerable 
kisses on his dimpled mouth. 

“ Sweet babe!” cried she in an agony 
oftears: ‘* perhaps I for the last time view 
thy lovely countenance!—no longer shall 
] receive pleasure from thy innocent en- 
dearments4_Oh! why d@es virtue demand 
this painful sacrifice !———-my dear lady, too 
—all—all lost !!” 

Again she pressed her lips to those of the 
child, who opened his eyes, and, fixing 
them on Matilda, smiled sweetly. The 
smile undid all her resolution ; and seating 
herself by his side, she soothed him with 
her accustomed tenderness, heéé of 
the passing time. The clock agai. 
minded her of her tafdiness, an 


luctance she replaced the child; 










ting a mournful look round her little apart- 
ment, departed, 

With trembling steps and perturbed 
heart she descended the great staircase. 
All was yet profoundly still. At the ap- 
pointed spot she met Jacques, who waited 
(faithful to the trust reposed in him) to open 
the gate for her. 

** Alack! Matilda,” said he, brushing a- 
way an involuntary tear with the sleeve of 
his coat, “‘ are you, then, determined. to 
quit us? Sorrowful will be the day to us 
poor servants! don’t you remember the 
many merry dances we have had in this 
hall, and how jealous Claude and Felix 
used to be, when you oo me your hand 
in preference ?” 

“ Yes !” said Matilda, raising her eyes to 
heaven with fervor——* think not that I 
shall ever forget the many happy days I 
have passed under this roof. But do not, 
my best friend, endeavour to alter, by your 
lamentation, a determination you know the 
necessity of.” 

«« But, surely, Matilda,” said Jacques, 
** you will not ow be so coy as to deny me 
a parting sulute!” 

Matilda smiled though her undried tears, 
and, giving him her hand, said 

“ Receive my thanks for your kind ser- 
vices. Day now breaks on a-pace: I must 
bid you adieu. I well know that it is 
needless for me to bid you remember Ma- 
tilda. 

Jaques took a purse from his pocket, 
and, pressing it into her hand, said—— 

“ Accept this, my dear girl: when the 
contents are expended, the purse will re- 
main as a small token of remembrance.” 

She assured him that the liberality of her 
lady had rendered his gift unnecessary ; 
but, rather than hurt his generous spirit, 
she accepted it. He then softly, though 








- ; unwillingly, opened the door,and, again 





bidding her a tender adieu closed it after 
her. 

She tripped nimbly across the lawn, but 
her heart did not keep pace with the 
swiftness of her feet. When she had tra- 
velled about three quarters of a mile, tired 
and breathless, she threw herself upon the 
grass, and with tearful eyes contemplated 
the distant battlements of Warrenne Castle. 

Matilda, at this period, had just complet- 
her fourteenth year. Her figure was ele- 
gantly formed, and tho’ it had not attained 
its perfect stature,was nevertheless far from 
contemptible. Hercomplexion, exquisitely 
fair, was admirably contrasted with a pro- 
fusion of chesnut-coloured hair, which fell 
in careless ringlets over her forehead and 
bosom. Her eyes were bright and pierc- 
ing, and the contraction of the eyes atthe 
temples gave an expression of archness 
highly fascinating. Her dress coasisted of 
a grey camlet jacket and petticoat, neatly 
bound with black ribbon, which served to 
exhibit to advantage her fine shape. A 
net fillet confined the superfluous hair, over 
which was tied q little black chip hat ; and 
a pair of blue silk mittens completed her 
dress, at once simple and becoming. 

Such was the person of our little heroine, 
as she sunk fatigued and exhausted upon 
the turf. Her little bundle, containing her 
change of linen, she disengaged from her 
arm, and for a few moments freely indul- 
ged injan extravagance of grief: then, more 
composed and refreshed, she rose, and pur- 
sired her solitary journey, 

The parents of Matilda were poor indus- 
trous peasants in the province of Chantilly, 
whose only. pleasurable relaxation frem la- 
bour was in the infantile sports of their 
darling girl. As her personal attract ons 
daily increased, her mind proportionably 
expanded ; ; and her eargerness for instruc- 
tion far exceeded their means of gratifica 
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tion. One aecomplishment it was in their 
power ¢o afford her:——-Matilda had a 
sweetly plaintive voice, and warbled the 
little rustic airs with peculiar grace. The 
savings of atwelvemonth’s economy were 
expended in the purchase of a Inte, on 
which a neighbourings cottager instructed 
her to play, and in a short time preceived 
that his pretty pupil made such rapid pro- 
gress in the wonder-working science, as 
to attract the notice of every passing tra- 
veller. On an evening, when her allotted 
household task was finished, she usually 
seated herself upon the mossy bench at the 
door of their hut, and played madrigals for 
the amusement of her young village com- 
panions, who thronged delighted round 
her. 

On one of these occasions, the cheerful 
party were dispersed by the approach of a 
carriage, containing a lady and gentleman. 
Matilda abashed, put up ber lute, and was 
returning into the cottage; when the lady, 

: perceiving, and struck with her appearance, 
-#eckoned her to them.—TVrembling with 
modest timidity, Matilda approached, and, 
Curtsying respectfully, requested to know 
if She should prepare them any refreshment. 


The lady regarded her attentively, and 
demanded her name, with several other 
questions, which she answered with less 
yh Pleased with her manner, 
the strangers. alighted; and, after taking 
some fruit and milk, made her an offer to ac- 
company them buck in their carriage to 
view the Castle. 

Fiated with the prospect of such a dis- 
tinguished honour, it was accepted by the 
humble family with a profusion of thanks ; 
Gnd Matilda, delighted with the gradeur of 
her new company, gladly repaired with 
them to Warrenne Castle. Lady de War- 
renne, “tharnred with the person and be- 
haviour of her lovely guest, felt unwilling 
to relinquist her, and with some litule dif- 
ficalty prevale 1upon the simple cottagers 
fo permit her attendance upon little Ray- 
mond. 

Sic Authur de Warrenne had been a 
firm adherent to the cause of his sovereign 
John. Some domestic concerns had obliz- 
ed him to desert his parental estate in Ire- 
land, and fix kis residence in France. 
His unshaken fidelity to his monareh, tho’ 
exerted in a bad cause, could not but re- 
flect honour on bis character, as firm alle- 
giance should ever distinguish a courtier. 
He possessed generosity and valour, but 
at the same time he gave way to an impe- 
tuosity of temper which rendered him un- 

t to bear disappointment oc contradiction : 





pride, avarice, and ambition, were his pre- 
dominant passions. 

rariv in life he received the hand of an 
amiable and accomplished woman; but as 
no children were likely to crown his wishes, 
not even the amiable disposition of his wife 
could prevent hin: from treatimg her with 
the grossest disrespect ; and his temper, be- 
ing irritable, received additionable mortifi- 
cation from this grievous dissappointment. 

Indulging his spleen one day in solitary 
ramble, he perceived at the foot of a tree 
a large parcel: stooping to take a nearer 
view, his surprize was extreme to observe 
it agitated with a gentle motion; and rais- 
ing it with his band, found it to contain an 
infant boy wrapped in costly cloaths. Up- 
on unfolding the cloth with which it was 
enveloped, he found it to contain a neck- 
lace and cross, of diamonds, of considera- 
ble value; with a note, which he instan€- 
ly opened, in which were these words :— 

Should Providence direct any one hi- 
ther ere this unfortunate babe has breathed 


its Tast, let pity plead in their breast for 





the innocent victim of pride and tyranny! 


—one born of noble blood, though driven 
by persecution to this fate. A time may 


| come when its wretched parents shall dare 


to claim their Raymond.—-—-Till then, oh! 
stranger, be thouthis protector'—Heaven 
will be thy reward.” 

Sir Authur mused some time upon the 
strangeness of the event. His humanity, 
actuated also by some secret motives, in- 
spited him with a resolution highly favour- 
able to the abandoned infant. Despairing 
of having a natural heir to his ample pos- 
sessions, he determined to adopt Raymond 
for his son. Filled with this intention, as 
resolute as sudden, he carried the child 
home, and presented it to his lady, relating 
the adventure, and insisting upon her re- 
ceiving it as her own. 

Ever accustomed to implicit obedience, 
Lady de Warrene gave an immediate con- 
sent, notwithstanding her feelings pow- 
erfully affected her, at the idea of foster- 
ing in her bosom a child of unknown ori- 
gin. The innocent and engaging looks of 
the infant soon reconciled her to the neces- 
sity, and in a short time her affection for 
it was little short of what it would have 
been, had it in reality possessed a natural 
claim to her love. 

Tt was at this time that Sir Authur and 
his lady met with Matilda, in the manner 
related. It instantly occurred to them, 


. that her assistance. would be of material 


service to lighten the fatigue Lady De 
Warrenne experienced in her indefatiga- 


ble attendance upon Raymond, Sit Au- 


st 
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thur whose good humour had lately been 
unbounded, joined in the wish, and Matilda 
returned with them. 

Atefirst, her youthful fancy, dazzled 
with prospeet of living in such splen. 
dour, Feadily acquiesced in their request ; 
but, upon sight of the large antique Castle, 
with its mouldering walls and heavy iron 
gates, her courage failed, and she heartily 
repented her rashness in quitting the pret- 
ty pleasant cottage of Leonard and Pauline, 
Time, however, at length reconciled her 
to her situation; she soon loved little Ray. 
mond with the most lively affection, and for 
some time her happiness was unbounded, 

The death of Pauline was the first real 
affliction her gay and artless bosom had e. 
ver experienced, and she mourned her loss 
with true filial piety. Lady De Warrenne 
generously defrayed the expences of the 
funeral; and presented Matilda with the 
mourning before described. The first grief 
being at length subsided, she began to re- 
gain ler accustomed gaiety. Her vivacity 
and good humour endeared her to all the 
domestics, and the praises of Matilda were 
sounded from every tongue. : 

Her felicity was to prove but of short dur- 
ation. Those charms which are erroneous- 
ly supposed productive of happiness to the 
possessor, were in reality to her the sources 
of misfortune. 

The engaging child soon expanded 
into the lovely woman, and Sir Authur 
found a passion glowing in his breast stron- 
ger than humanity. Ever ardent and impe- 
tuows in bis projects, he hesitated not to 
make her acquainted with the sentiments she 
had inspired; entreating, nay demanding, a 
return, as acompensation for the obligations 
she was under to him. 

Poor Matilda heard him with a look of 
horror and astonishment. She rushed from 
his presence, in spite of his efforts to detain 
her, with detestation stronglydepicted up- 
on her expressive countenance. Hasten- 
ing to her chamber, she flung herself upon 


her knees, and with uplifted hands implor-. 


the Almighty protection. She rose inspir- 
ed with fortitude and resignation, and der 
bated with herself what plan to pursue. 
The penetratimg eyes of Lady De War- 
renne soon discovered her uneasiness, and 
with maternal tenderness pressed to Know 
the cause. Again, Sir Authur ‘met her, 
and, seizing her hand, forcibly demanded 
her detention. She screamed with affright, 
and with a sudden spring. disengaged her- 
self from. bis grasp. Sir Authur, his coun- 
tenance distorted with rage, muttered as 


she-fled, that——if g@ntreaty and gentle me-. 


theds. could not prevail with her, force: 
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should compel her to accede to his wishes. 

She was tottering on the staircase, over- 
come with dread; a faint sickness came 
over her; her eyes and limbs refused their 
ofice; and she fell from the top to the bot- 
tom.——When she recovered, she found 
herself inthe arms of Jaques, whose honest 
heart, sympathizing in her distress, prompt- 
ed him to give her all the assistance in his 
power.—She imparted, in ‘confidence, to 
him her stuation ; adding, that she would 
rather herself experience the greatest cal- 
amity than give pain to her Lady, by mak- 
ing her acquainted with the baseness of Sir 
Authur: for which reason she determined 
secretly to quit the Castle, and return to 
her father, to whom she might be of service 
inhis declining years. 

The generosity of Lady De Warrenne 
having supplied her so liberally as to satisfy 
her present wants, for the future she trust- 
ed to her own cheerful industry. Jaques, 
though deeply struck with the sense of her 
virtue, offered some of objection, to no pur- 
pose: and, after gaining him over to her 
interest in the manner related, quitted the 
Castle De Warrenne. 

(rO BE CONTINUED.) 


—— so 


rOR THE PHILADELPHIA REPOSITORY. 


MR. HOGAN, 


IN your last number, I observed a criti- 
calexamination and exposition of the Tran- 
tient Observer, in the preceding paper. Al- 
though your correspondent has professed 
himself 4 Constant Chserver, and endea- 
voured to demonstrate himself an acute 
critic, L beliewe he has failed to establish his 
character for accuracy of observation, or 
profundity of conception, In the Prospec- 
tus to the second volume of the Repository 
to which he refefs, there appcars to be no 
head under which * puerilities” are intro- 
duced, or any thing by which they can be 
understood, and with all dwe humility, I pre- 
sume, that there may be—* Amisi:g Mis- 
cllanies 3 such as, epitaphs. epigrams, rid- 
dles, rebuses, dnd mathematical question: — 
Without any thing ** puerile or infantine”’ 
being necessarily comprevended. MLM these 
ny ** yrassuming’’ concertions of the sub- 
jtct are accurate, our Constant Observer 
does not evince anyevast d<pth of intellecr. 

In perusing the mazy-windings of this 
reat rhetorician, we find ‘let he hes set 
chserved any thing reser>!i:g “* infantine 


list. Wherner his sagacity is to be depend- 


hycommunicated by a correspondent from Ag- 
napolis, inserted in the Repository for July 
17th, (whose publications were included in 
the remarks of ** The Transient Observer,”’ 
and this particular article alluded to) inay 
be found in a book entitled the “ Puzzling- 
Cap.” This valuable pamphlet, in which 
a Constant Observer may pursue his favo- 
rite studics in this énstructive department of 
literature to his great amusement and im- 
provement, may be purchased of most of the 
booksellris at the moderate ;rice cf three 
pence. 4 note the price not only tor the 
information of your correspondent before- 
mentioned, but also to correct an uninten- 
tional error in my last communication, 
wherein it was stated that the book alluded 
to was a “* two-penny pamphiet.”” When 
any essay is to be submitted to the penetra- 
ting eye of a person possessed of such critical 
sagacity as a Constant Observer, it becomes 
necessary to correct errors, tho’ of such a 
trivial nature as the one just recorded. 

His information with respect to * most 
publications of this kind in England,” I must 
beg leave to tell him, is totally erroneous, 
and instead of proving his extensivé reading 
as appears to be intended, is indeed an evi- 
dence of his deficiency in accurate intelli- 
gence. The argumeut he advances to support 
his ** sound doctrine,” relative to the Specta- 
tor and Rambler, isiliusory ; because at the 
period when the publication of these emi- 
nent works commenced, * public newspa- 
pers” were the only medium by which an 
extensive and immediate circulation was to 
be obtained, and when a due acquaintance 
with their respective merits was acquired 
by the. world, they quickly detached them- 
selves from “ associates”? so unworthy of 
them, Instead then of this assertion prov- 
ing advantageous to the argument it was 
intended to support, it operates to its confu- 
tation, 

If the ladies ot Philadelphia, who have 
been held up to public notice in the manner 
stated, feel a just resentment at the imper- 
tinence of the seribblers who haye insulted 
them, which I have every reason to believe, 
they will not be much gratified at the insinu- 
ation of a Constant Observer, that they were 
acceptable sacrifices at the altar of vanitf\ 

Having thus endeavoured to follow 

‘our correspondent throngh his maze of 
comment and criticism, whose ** ways” are 
odced : 
« ——= Dark and initicate, 

“ Puzzled in mazes and perplex’d in errors ; 
* Our uncerstending trace ‘em in vain, 

* Lost and bewiider'd in the fruitless search,” 





I shall take leave of him with an observa- 


conundrums” in the numbers of the Enii mat tion in answer torhis concluding remark; 
, 


tdupon, and hisjudgment pe: erally adoptees, 

lleve to the determination of the reader. 
or the information of a Constant Oipsery- 

t, 1 wil j emark, that a “ porssion”’ 
» 4 Wal Jus remark, 0 paris 

whey 


a 


that judges Ofthe trve value of * diamonds,” 
do a every heap cf *¢ pebbles,” 
to drag the gem from its degraded situation, 





wbscuired and its worth will be obvious. 
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As your other correspondent*, who ap- 
pears to allude to the communication which 
has been criticised by “a Constant Observer,” 
svars above sobtr truth and reality into the 
regions of fiction, and as 1 do not feel dispo- 
sed at present to commence * a wild-gogse 
chace,”? he may continue his flight unmoles- 
ted, and leave me amongst 





» ——The gaping multitude below,” 
Till his pinions like the ** waxen wings,” of 
the artist of antiquity, cease tosupport him 
fgom their iphererent debility and natural 
insufficiency. e SENEX. 

* See acommwnication signed “ Peter Fry.” 

—— St oo 
POTATOES, 


IT has becn accurately ascertained,that po- 
tatoes being washed, and afterwards cut into 
slices in a mill, or by any other mechanical 
mode; and then dried on a molt-kiln, till 
all the moisture be exhausted, may be cer- 
tainly preserved for many years, and be as 
fit for use afterwards, as befote they were 
dried. They have also been peeled, and 
then sliced and dried, hard enough to 
bear grinding ina common grist mil!, from 
which the flour has been barrelled and sent 
to the West Indies and returned to this coun- 
try, the whole process taking up four years5 
when both the potatocs, slices and mealgy 
were as pood and free from mould, or any 
had flavour, as when they were first mauface 
tured. The celebrated Dr; ®RANKLIN Te 
commends bread treated after the same pro= 
cess, as the best for sea-store, It is first 
sliced and then baked. 


ee eS nd 


A NEW SONG. 


BY DIBDIN,. 
A bachelor leads an easy life, 
Few folks that are wed live better, 
4 man may live well with a very good wife, 
But the puxale it, HOW Te CET HER. 


THERE are pretty good wives, and pretty bad wives, 
And wives neither one thing nor t'other; 

And, as for the wives who scold all their lives, 
I'd sooner wed Adami's grandmother, 


Then, ladies and gents, if to marriage inclin'd, 
May deceit or ill- humour ne’er trap ye! 

May those whoare single get mates to their mind, 
And those who are martied iive happy. 


Some chuse their ladies for ease or for grace, 
Or a pretty turn’d foot as they're walking; 
Some chuse ‘em for figure, aid some for a face, 
But very few chuse ‘em for talking. 

Now, as for the wife I could follow thro’ life, 
*Yis she who can speak sincerely ; 

Who, noi over nice, can give good advice, 
And love a good husbaud dearly. 


So, ladies and gents, when to wedlock inclin‘'d, 
May decet: and ill humour ne'er trap ye! 


to pla it where its spleador will not be |ndiip those who are single find metes to their mind, 





And those who are mairied live happy! 
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ORIGINAL ESSAYS. 
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The Cynic, No. 6. 


© Dreams are but interludes, which Fancy 
makes 
When monarch Reason sleeps.” are 

RETURNING from a perambulation 
through the city the other evening, after 
having fatigued myself with my walk, I 
sat down to read. Gopwin’s Enquirer, 
through some fortuitous occurrence, was 
at hand. The meeting was unexpected, 
and was very dissimilar to that which takes 
place when two friends, who have been 
long separated, come together. I took up 
the bouk, not to pore over its pages with 
rapture,—not to devour every half-formed 
extravagant sentiment with avidity, nor 
dwell with delight on its happy talent of 
ridiculing every sacred maxim, every ho- 
ly object of cur superstitious reverence... 
but rather to smile at the author’s vain at- 
tempts at wit, and pity his perverted un- 
derstanding. From reading I fell into a 

“train of mental reasoning, on the evil ef- 
fects that were likely to ensue from the 

*promulgation.of such doctrines: From 
thinking, I reverted to the book; but ve- 
ry unphilesophically fell asleep, in the 
midst of one of the very best dissertations 
on the efficacy of the new-fangled doc- 
trine, in dispersing the mists of prejudice 
in which the minds of mankind are so un- 
fortunately shrouded. Although my eyes 
were closed, and my senses lulled into re- 
pose by the soporific influence of this phi- 
losophical budget of nonsense, yet imagi- 
nation took up the subject where reason 
had left it, and pursuing the same train of 
ideas, gave me a very pleasing and inter- 
esting dream. 

Methought I was placed on the summit 
ofa high cliff, ‘hat rose from the surround- 
vale in majestic grandeur, and command- 
ed an extensive view of the adjacent 
coantry.. My faculties of vision seemed 
increased, space annihilated, and the 
whele world placed at my feet. The 
shepherd tended his flocks in the valley, 
the fisherman drew his nets to the bank of 
the stream,—the citizen toiled in his daily 
search after affluence, apg@*every class of 
men pursued their different avocations in 
their ordinary manner. A serene sky, and 
a gentle breeze bespoke the happiness of 
the world, and the munificence of- its 
Creatog. I viewed, with silent rev- 


ad 


4 





oe 


erence, the order that pervaded the whole 
ahd the admirable propriety with which’! moral precept. 


every thing was placed in its proper sphere 
of action. Suddenly the heavens became 
overcast,—a ‘ dread repose” diffused it- 
self over the face of nature: The terrible 
stillness that prevailed was the presage of 
a scene replete withhorror. An earthquake 
rocked the ground. The earth rolled in 
waves like the ocean when agitated by a 
storm! Even the apparently immoveable 
rock on which I was placed, trembled to 
its base, and the most alarming convulsions 
succeeded the serenity which had before 
existed through all the grades of civilized 
and savage nature. When the commo- 
tions which agitated the surface of the 
earth had in some degree abated, I per- 
ceived that the ground had in many places 
sunk, and left in its place huge lakes, 
which emitted sulphureous vapours, that 
almost overcame me with suffocating  op- 
pression. I thought that the inhabitants 
must have met with inevitable destruction, 
as I doubted not but the dissolution of the 
world and the annihilation of all matter 
was at hand. Suddenly, at my right hand, 
I observed a form of etherial brightness, 
and by the angelic expression of her coun- 
tenance J supposed it the messenger of the 
Eternal, who had come to announce the 
destruction of all things. I was mistaken. 
With a voice of inutterable benignity she 
informed me her name was Truth, and 
commanded me to observe the scene exhi- 
bited in the plain below. Waving her 
magic wand, I was enabled to penetrate 
the stygian gloom in which the world was 
enveloped, and comprehend the mysteri- 
ous horrors of the prospect. I saw the in- 
habitants of the earth exhibit no symptoms 
of terror at the terrific convulsions which 
had inspired my mind with awe and dread ; 
and they appeared totally insensible to the 
dangers to which they had been exposed. 
“ Yon frail offsprings of mortality,” said my 
divine attendant, “ suppose that the con- 
vylsions which have so terrified you, were 
caused by the operations of Truth! Alas! 
they are strangers to my influence, and it 
has in reality been effected by the machina- 
tions of the fiend of darkness. Behold 
their infatuation. They conceive thei 
minds to be illuminated with the glorious 
dawnings of the light of philosophy; they 
have destroyed the institutions that were 


erected by piety and virtue, and laugh at 


the ties of gratings, of natural affection and 
religion, as the offsprings of visionaries and 
enthusiasts. As their inclination stimulates, 
or the brutal propengities of theirenature 
prompts them, theyyare guilty of a viola- 
Whig?” ; 


: “ ad 


a 
wens 
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of every sacred ordinance—of every. 
Murder and rapine the 
consider as the first steps toward the ay. 
nihilation of prejudice, and their return to 
a happy state of nature. All the tende; 
ties that are the ligaments of society are 
broken, and the powers of hell triumph in 
the reign of Anarchy and Deism, and dance 
in frantic exultation over the mouldering 
ruins of order—over the sacred ashes of 
of violated virtue! Their triumph will be 
short; the day will come when reason shall 
resume her wonted powers, when they 
will be sensible of the efficacy of my au. 
thority, and”——Here my dream was sud. 
denly interrupted by a peal of thunder, or 
rather, as L. afterwards found, by the falling 
of a pile of volumes at my right hand. 


—»_ +e 


Criticism. 
Quid verum atque decens, curo rogo, et omnis ix 


hoc swan. 
HOR, EPIST. FIRST. 


MR. HOGAN, 

IF 4 Friend ta Morality had examined 
my observations with that candor which is 
the glory of a moral writer, I would not 
have taken any_notice of his remarks. How 
it entered into his mind, that I recomment- 
ed Rousseau’s tender strokes to young la 
dies, or old ones, is altogether beyond my 
comprehension. What I said on that sub 
ject can bear no such construction, if words 
have any meaning. 

I first asserted, that Rousseau’s works 
abounded with feeling strokes,—and he has 
not attempted to deny it. I secondly said, 
that no good critic would deny him what 
ever merit was his due,—and this he has 
not attempted to controvert. In the third 
place, I gave it as my opinion, that since 
there were very many feeling strokes in 
Rousseau’s works, and that as Fenelon’s 
moral beauties were acknowledged by all, 
the poet did not commit a crime in writing 
thus, “ the moral beauties of a Fenelon, 
and Roug#é#fi’s tender strokes she dearly 
low’d.” ~ There certainly is more contained 
ip these two lines, thus connected, than 
ur critics appears to have clearly see. 
The true meaning is, she loved the tender, 
sympathetic feeling sentiments of Rous 
seau, but governed all these by the strict 
morality of Fenelon. 

It is well worthy of observation, that 
bs sai to banish every author from out 
aries in which any pieces are found of 
an itimoral tendency, few of the ancients 
would find 2 place, and not very many of 
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jhe moderns be left. I am by no means an 
admirer Of Rowssean, but I desire to do 
him justice s if 1 banish him from the libra- 
ry, 1 would banish Virgil for his warm ver- 
ses, in his 2d Eclogue ; Ovid would also 
fnd no place, for his faulty pages are nu- 
merous; Horace, Juvenal, &c. &c. would 
be excluded ;—the dirty and indelicate 
Swift,—the sy tirical, and, I had almost said, 
immodest Smollet,—the facetious and often 
indelicate Fielding,—the works of the hu- 
morous Sterne, with many others, too te- 
dious to mention, would no more be heard 
of.. But we may rest assured, thaf their 
beauties, being so many, will preserve them 
in existence when the works of those who 
have severely criticised them for their faults 
will be lost in oblivion. 

Our moral friend is indeed very gener- 
ous,—** Amicus,” says he, “‘ eomes forward 
to recommend to young ladies his feeling 
strokes. It is true, he does not do this in 
so many words ; but his reasoning amounts 
to the same thing.” Do I recommend in- 
deed? Does my reasoning amount toa re- 
commendation when | say, “ Do not how- 
ever mistake me, I do not vindicate the 
works of Rousseauin toto. Iam convin- 
ced many things in them do the writer no 
honor: nay, that many passages have, 
perhaps, had an evil tendency.” If this 
be recommending, er if tlis reasoning a- 
mount‘to the same thing, I wish to know 
what is censure? I blame him for his faults, 
—and so I do every author, that in my o- 
pinion has transgressed the rules of moral- 
ity or properdecorum. But I trust, I shall 
also be at liberty to admire their beauties ; 
and like the bee, extract the honey, whe- 
ther I find it.on the leaf of the sweet-scent- 
ed shrub or the apparently useless weed. 


Pasquin next, in his good-natured hu- 
morous strains seems not yet satisfied. I 
am weil pleased to find that his strictures 
did not- flow from any evil intention: tho’ 
from the following verses | confess, I could 
not have drawn the same conclusion. 

“ For such may traverse the desert walk, 
** Nor innocence nor wit e’er ope their charms ! 
* Nor fav’rite plants or shrubs recall sweet talk, 
** Nor e’en a heart feel new unfelt alarms.” 
The literal meaning of the above, would I 
think be,—* for such a poet may no favo- 
rite female traverse the desert walk, inno- 
cence or wit never open their charms, nor 
a heart feel a passion.” In my opinion,these 
punishments would be very severe?for the 
committed offence. ae r 

Pasquin deserves. reise for the smooth- 
ness of his lines ; he really possesses a very 
delicate ear, and is by no means destitute 
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my comprehension; but that, you know, 
may be my fault, not his: For instance, in 
his lines to J. D—-s: 


“ No more of bim—Oh! how J pant for breath, 
“ What rage at critics all Sis bosom fires.” 


I am not abie to find out who is meant by 
him,and J, and his—Whether the gardener, 
the poet, or Pasquin, or all three be meant ? 
I propose as an enigma. 

Again, in his verses to Amicus, I am lost 
in the following: 


“ Amicus have you ever been, 
“ Where keen buslesque display’d her scene?” 


Answer. Yes. 


“ Where sullen gloom’d the pompous show 

** Of heroes sunk in deepest woe ?” 
No; I never saw a pompous show gloom- 
ing sullenly. 

** Nor join’d the universal roar, 

“ When Bernard swore he'd die no mure?” 
Yes, I have with pleasure. 

“Oh! if vou have— to seek relief 

** Go whiue in elegiac grief.” 
Relief from what? From that pleasure ?—I 
will ask none—lIt passed off long ago—But 
whv whine in grief because 1 was then 
merry ?—J confess I cannot see the reason. 
I do not say there is none, but only that it 
lies too deep for my penetration. 

Again,— 

“ But tell me where the greater crime,* 

“ Indulging in a flow of rhyme, 

** To pen a stanza to your friend 

** And shew wheret he his syle may mend ; 

“ Than to write sonnets tothe eye 

** Of her who gives this breast to sigh.” 
Here he is too hard for me; I must an- 
swer, I don’t know ; for I thought neither 
was a crime. 

“* You see good-nature rules my song.” 
I believe it does, and I hope it ever shall ; 
and Pasquin may rest assured, that there is 
nothing farther from the breast of Amicus, 
than a desire of giving a moment’s uneasi- 
ness: he writes to correct and to be cor- 
rected—but he is convinced that Pasquin 
must see that he committed no blunder in 
these words, “ perhaps the sentiment is too 
much tainted with piety for Pasguin—but I 
hope not”—Amicus never entertained such 
a thought as that piety can taint ; but some 
men are found in the world, I hope they 
are few, who think every pious person 
ought to be avoided; and sentiments that 
are pious are never used by them—To such 
only the sentence reaches. 


In the last place, he objects gently to 
my authorities, “ Blackmore and Ovid” — 





Pasquin.is correct in not placing muh de- 
penderce on the taste of Blackmere, for 
tho” some parts of his productions are very 


* 1 suppose be meant which 18 the greater crime. 


t | suppose it ought | ve been, dew. 


beautiful, yet he is guilty of very great 
faults. Ovid is generally correct in his e- 
pithets and figures, and Dryden is admitted 
as a classical authority ; Virgil makes the 
earth, caves, sea, woods, and ships groan ; 
so that authorities for such a figure are too 
numerous to be utterly laid aside. 

I shall close these remarks, by requesting 
Pasquin once more to read over,@in Ovid’s 
Metamorphosis, the elegant address of the 
earth to Jupiter, in the midst of the confla- 
gration occasioned by Phaeton—he will 
there hear of the earth opening her jaws, 
pressing her forebead with ber hand, speal-- 
ing with an audible voice, and pleading her 
cause with great eloquence ; while her eyes 
were filled with smoke, her hair singed, and 
her face covered with hot embers. 

AMICUS. 


SaEEEEADaS GHMAINOMID GAINS GAAS ce a 
Medical. 


AN EXTRACT 


From Mr. Baldwin’s ‘‘ Recollections relative io 
Egypt.” 


“IN a glass I put some pure olive oil, 
and over it, on the glass, at the distance 
of half an inch at least, I put a lemon, 
perfect and almost mature. And in afew 
hours I had the satisfaction to see the acid 
of the lemon trickling down the glass, and 
mixing with the oil; and in about eight 
days the lemon had almest exhausted itself 
of every drop of its juice. I have always 
succeeded in this experiment, but with 
great diversity as to the time, from the di- 
versity of the season, and quality of the 
fruit. I had now an evidence of the predi- 
lection of the acid for an oil ; and so strong 
a predilection, that it would quit its natu- 
ral body to intermix itself with this stranger. 
These things may be common to professors 
in Chymia: so much the better; they will . 
be the readier to approve me. But I have ~ 
found them only now in the way to my pur- 
pose. What remained to be done now but 
to try the experiment on the plague itself. 
An opportunity soom offered. 

“« My opposite neighbour, being at his 
window looked afflicted. Lasked him what 
ailed him? He told me, that a young man, 
his relation, in a part of the same building 
he inhabited, was struck with the plague. 
** Anoint him with oil,” said I, « and he 
will do well.” He had no opinion of the 
oil, and did nothing. The next day I 
questioned him, ** Well how is your rela- 
tion ? Have you anointed him ?”—« No; 





he is better. It wes false, Phe man was 
worse. The third day in the evening I saw 
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him again ; he was crying ; “ What is the 
maiter with you, is your relation dead ?”— 
‘Nos but he is very ill; he is dying !”— 
« Anoint him with oil,” I said to him again. 
“Oil is heating,” he replied. “ Heating 
or cooling,” I said, “* would you have the 
mao die? Try it.”—And he left me, and 
went and saw that his relation was anoint- 
ed; and the next day the man was free 
from pain; with a good appetite, anda 
large tumor in his groin, but perfectly easy. 
1 ordered him to humect frequently the tu- 
mor with oil: and in eight days it came to 
a suppuration, and the man is now walking 
in the streets. 

* This being promulgated among the 
neighbours, another infected person tried 
it, and was cured; and then another, and 
another, tothe number of 7, whose names 
I possess, and whose blessings I enjoy. 

« But this is not the only instance of 
mortal diseases being cured by oil; should 
I say, “* diseases that woufd have proved 
morta! without it?” I have tried it on five 
rats, stung one by one by ascorpion. The 
first swelled to a great size, and appeared 
to be near dead. I poured some pure oil 
upon him, and he recovered, and in a few 
minutes ran away. But he might have re- 
covered without the oil, as people say of 
my-seven persons recovered from the pla- 
gue. I put a second to the scorpion, and 
the rat was stung; and I left him to him- 
self, and he died very soon. Then I pre- 
sumed tHlat the former had been cured by 
the oil. JI tried another, and cured him, 
and another, and he died ; and another, and 
he was cured, 

‘«« There was that virtue therefore in the 
oil, or that predilection in the malignant 
humour which the sting imfused for the 
oil, as to draw it from the body, and avert 
the poison, 

‘ « T have applied oil to my foot, in fits of 
the gout, and have appeased the pain, and 
abated the inflammation almost instantly. 
without sufering a return. It is now six 
years since I have used it in fits of thegout 
with never-failing success. I have many 
witnesses to this truth, and do consider it 
as an infallible cure for the gout, as soon 
as it has resolved itself intoan inflammation 
externally. My receipt therefore is:— 

“« As sapn as the first symptoms of the 
plagne appear, to anoint the body with 
pure olive oil; for tho’ the doctrine of this 
remedy seems to apply more to the stage 
of the disorder in which the tumours appear, 
vet the crisis of the greater danger laying, 
be'ween the attack and its attainment to 
this stage, itemay be fatal to wait for the 
appearance ofthe tumours. And, besides, 
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its efficacy is likely to be more certain in 
this case than the other. 

« When the tumours ap rear, there need- 
eth little more attention than to humect 
them frequently with oil. 

«« And, I believe, that people having a- 
nointed their bodies with oil, will find it 
to be a preservative against the infection, 
and may attend their friends without appre- 
hension of danger.” 





CITIZENS, 
Pay a due attention to the following 
discovery of the learned Citizen Gurron 
Morveau, incases of Yellow Fever: 


Recipe to prevent persons in health attending 
the Sick, from receiving contagion : 


TAKE 3 ez. 2 drams, and 10 grains of 
Muriate de Sdyde (fine salt)—5 drams, 17 
grains d’oxide Manganese, | oz. 2 drams 
and 33 grains pump-water, 1 oz. 7 drams, 
50 grains of spirits of vitriol; mix your salt 
with your Maganeses, and put the quantity 
of water and vitriol in a bason of china, or 
queen’s ware, and place it in a corner of 
the room where the sick are, and it will 
disperse the infected maisma and corrupt 
air, and the process will by being repeated 
two or three times a-day, prevent the per- 
sons attending the sick, and the family from 
receiving any contagion. 

This informatign is made public as a du- 
ty to my: fellow-citizens, B.N. 

N. B. The expence per day is but 25 Cts. 


The different printers are requested to in- 
sert this for the information of the inhabitants 
of the United States. 


——{_— 


DR. HOYGARTH’s 


Rules to be observed in Houscs where Infecti- 
ous Fevers subsist. 


1. AS safety from danger entirely de- 
pends on @leanliness and fresh air, the 
chamber door ofa patient infected, or ill of 
an infectious fever, especially the habita- 
tions of the poor, should never be shut; a 
window in it ought to be generally opened 
during the day, and frequently in the night. 
Such regulations would be highly useful, 
both to the patient and nurses; but are 
particularly important, previous to the ar- 
tival of any visitor. 

2. The bed-curtains should never be close 
drawn round the patient; but only on the 
side next thelight, so as to shade the face. 

3. Dirty clothes, utensils, &c. should be 
frequently changed, immediately immersed 
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| in cold water, and washed clean when taken 
out of it, 

4. All discharges from the patient should 
be instantly removed. ‘The floor near the 
patient’s bed should be rubbed clean every 
day with a wet mop, or cloth. 

5. The’ air in a sick-room has, at the 
same time, a more infectious quality in some 
parts than in others. Visitors and attend. 
ants should avoid the current of the patient’s 
breath, the air which ascends from his body, 
especially if the bed-curtains be closed,— 
and the vapour arising from all evacuations, 
When medical or other duties require a yj. 
sitor or nurse to be placed in these situations 
of danger, infection may be frequently pre- 
vented by a temporary suspension of respi- 
ration. 

6. Visitors should not go into an infecti- 
ous chamber with an empty stomach; and 
in doubtful circumstances, on coming out, 
they should blow from the nose, and spit 
from the mouth, any infectious poison, 
which may have been drawn in by the 
breath, and may adhere to these passages, 














MORALIST. 


THE support and solace that are fre- 
quently derived, in the sufferings of life, 
from social connections, do not always stand 
forward to our view, when those sufferings 
are presented-to our eyes. How’sweet to 
the afflicted is the silent tear, or the sooth- 
ing tones of sympathy, none but they that 
have suffefed, and been thus consoled, can 
say.—And thus consoled, by some one or 
other, the majority of mourners have been 
—Where is the man that has wept, and 
found no one to weep with him? these so- 
cial consolations are of a secret, and silent 
nature; they make no noise, like the mis- 
fortunes which they remedy; they appear 
not, along with them, in the front and sur- 
face of the situation to which they look ; 
they lie concealed in its recesses, and retire 
from our view. We hear of sickness, but 
we.see not into the room ‘that is the seat 
of it; we perceive not the affection that 
is attending there; whose tender office it 
is toenliven its languor, and smooth its bed ; 
‘to “ explore the tho’t and explain the ask- 
ing eye.” We are informed of shipwrecked 
fortunes; the crash, resounds, and reaches 
every ear: but we follow not the ruined 
man in his retirements from the world; 
we trace not his silent retreat to the hearts 
who receive him; our eyes go not after him 
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name, injured, perhaps, in the public esti- 
mation; we regard him, (if our judgment 
have escaped the general delusion, andgo 
not with the voice of the multitude) with all 
the depression of pity, as a temporary out- 
cast from human love; without thinking of 
the circle of those, whose good opinion of 
him is protected by intimate knowledge of 
his merit; that circle of an affectionate 
few, to which heis able to retire from the 
fown ofthe many; within which he sits m 
peace, and, cheered by its genial warmth, 
jstens to the tempest of evil tongues with 
ill the serenity of one, around whose 
house the wind howls and the rain drives, 
without being able to penetrate to his pil- 
low, or to his heart. 
——2-e— 


Literary. 
MR HOGAN. 
Ithis day experienced much pleasure in 
whscribing my name to a proposal by Mr. 
Jo. W. Scott, for publishing a work enti- 


fiid, ‘the Juveniliad: or, Young Gentle- 


ran and Ladies’ Moral Library :”—a work 

ofthis nature, I doubt not, will be both 

weful and entertaining, not only to those 

for whom it is particularly designed, but» 
it must be highly interesting to parents, 

guardians, and all those who have the in- 

struction and welfare of the rising genera- 

tion at heart. 

Mr. Scott, not chesing to follow the bom- 
hastic plan of most modern publishers, 
perely draws the outlines of the work, 
kaving a,candid public to judge of its me- 
its;—and should we venture to decide 
om the character he bears in society, we 
would not hesitate to pronounce it worthy 
fa generous patronage, to which end shall 
be exercised the endeavors of 

A PARENT. 

PHILADELPHIA, 

August 4, 1802. 
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ANECDOTES. 

THE following instance of sagacity in 
ne of the senine race, we are will assured 
a fact.—An old maiden Lady of fortune, 
few weeks. since, made a favourite cat 
erchief companion. In her usual sitting 
m was acloset where Puss’s victuals was 
ept, and in which also was a private draw- 
that the cat had seen drawn out, by her 
nd mistress. After the old lady’s death, 
ecat, finding no victuals in the closet, 
as observed repeatedly to scratch very 
trnestly over the spot where lay the pri- 
tedrawer. This at length excited atten- 
or—the place was searched, the drawer 
covered, and init found in bank notes. 
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and cash, upwards of 20901. The old 
maiden’s heir in consequence, settled 101. 
per annum on the cat, for its comfortable 
support during life ! 


conduct of Buonaparte, one of them obser- 
ved, “ that the Chief Consul’s head was long 
enough to out-wit the whole French na- 
tion.” —** Yes,” replied the other, ‘ but 
he will soon find somebody that has wit 
enough to make him a head shorter !” 

[ Balance. 


See ee ee | 
PHILADELPHI4A, 
AUGUST 7, 1802. 
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NOTICE. 

x> THE Subscribers to the Philadelphia 
Repository are informed, that, on account 
of the prevalence of the Fever, and the ge- 
neral removal of the Citizens, its publica- 
tion will be suspended, until Saturday, the 
6th day of November next; unless more 
favourable circumstances shall permit its 


recom mencement sooner. 


Those Subscribers who yet remain in 
the city, would oblige the Editor by pay- 


ing their arrearages to the CaRRiers. 


Subscribers at a distance, who have not 
forwarded their subscription-money for the 
Second Volume (agreeably to the conditions of 
publication) will no doubt reflect, that both 
justice and hruanity call upon them, at this 
distressing.period, for an immediate fulfill- 
ment of their engagements, 


*.* Letters andother communications, 
forwarded to the Editor’s usual address, 
will be punctually attended to. 


-——e 


The Fever; 


Notwithstanding the late flattering pros- 
pects of its totally subsiding, has again 
made-its appearance, under very alarming 
circumstances. The following is a sum- 
mary of the Reports of the Board of Health, 
since the 3st uit: 

July 3'st, Eleven persons indisposed of 
various complaints in the neighbourhood of 
Vine, Callowhill, Front and Water-streets 
—Rut four persons had died—(one of an a- 
poplectic fit) in that district, since the re- 





port of the 22d. 


Two neighbours speaking of the recent’ 
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August 2d. Since the: last “report five 
persons have been taken sick, six have di- 
ed, four sent to the hospital, and eleven :e- 
main sick, four of whom deemed dangerous. 

——— 3d. Seven: persons taken sick in 
the Northern Liberties ; and seven persons 
ill with malignant fevers within the limits 
of the City. 

——— 5th. The number reported as ta- 
ken sick this day within the City and Li- 
berties, ¢en— Deaths as follow :— 

Mrs. Innes and her grand-child, Water 
near Vine street.—Joseph Burns’s son and 
daughter, Front above Callowhill street.— 
John Smith, Innkeeper, Water-street near 
the Drawbridge-— Nancy Rourk, removed 
from the same place on the 3d, died on the 
5th in Moyamensing.—Mr. Smith, in Third 
street, near Cherry alley.—Mrs, Smith, 
who nursed in a-sick family, near Vine 
street, died out of town on the 3d.—Atthe 
City Hospital; none. 

—— 6th. Taken sick, seven—Died,— 
George Denziil, in Lilly alley, between 
Greene and Noble streets.—Mrs. Pollock, 
near Vine street.—Admissions at the City 
Hospital, to—Remaining in the Hospt- 
tal, éeelve—Eloped, one. 





TO THE EDITOR. 
SIR, 

H A VING observed a paragraph in the 
Repository of Saturday last, mentioning, 
the marriage of G. S. to Miss E. Munns, 
and as 1 am the only person of that name 
in Mountholly, I must beg you to contra- 
dict the assertion in your next ‘humber, 
in the most positive terms. 

With due respect ,’ 
I aw, Your’s, 


GEORGE SHIRAS. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. “ 

Roge is 4nformed, tat a consciousness of 1 he disinter- 
ested principles upon which the editor acts with re- 
srect to a// his correspondents, render every attempt 
futile to assail him with the bug bear of Partiatie- 
TY 3 and that his declining to publishthe answer toa 
Transient Observer, arose sclely from the repugnance 
he fel: to devote so much 100m. to $0 trivial, tho’ in- 
nocent a subject,—and from Rogo’s attempt to “* ar- 
raign,” not the editor's ‘* judgment,” bat tis cumduct, 
by calling for thepublicationcf a piece ag tinst which 
he had long ago decided. Would he, however, con- 
dense his answer to a Transient Ol sei ver, and con- 
fine himself to a defence.of ** his own produc- 
tions,” it may yet be published. In the mean time 
he is assured, tha a consinuation of the Znigmariss, 
will be acceprabie, » 7° 

Alonzo S. has inisiakem the ed?*or's mote to Rogo in the 
jast number, if he hws consirued any pari of it into a 
permission to ecntinye his Eigmatical Lists—deii- 
Cacy requires ti at that subject sh uid now be dropped, 

Sundiy communications, sectived this week, anu a 

“number remain ng on our file, will receive prom) ¢ 
attention, if l'fe is spared, and our editorial. jabou:s 
again commence. ¢} For these and former javours 

_ the editos most sincerely thanks bis corres pone ents, 
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TEMPLE of the MUSES. 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 


H Y¥Y MNS. 


HYMN IX. 


To Gon only wise be glory. 
ROM. XVI. 27 
GLORY to Gop on high, 
‘The universal Lord, 
Who form'd the earth and sky,— 
Still be his name ador’d, 
here thought can soar, 
' Or being rise ; 
His grace adore, 
Earth, sea, and skies. 


He form'd this wond’rous earth, 
By one almighty word, 
And gave creation bitth,— 
Still be bis pow'r ador'd : 
Raise high the song, 
Ye saints on earth; 
Angels prolong 
The heav’nly mirth. 


Praise Himsa whose bounteous hand 
Did form our mortal frame, 


¥. 
“ah -\» Bade ev'ry thought expand, 


1%, Gave ev'ry thought ag aim 
: In wisdom great, 


And fitly join'd . 


Cur frame complete, 


2 
. And reas'ning mind. 


. 

How matchless is his love, 
How infinite his grace, 
His mighty works do prove, 
Done for the human race 

In ev'ry age, 
Aud still the same; 
*O! come engage 
To praise his name. 


Soon shall our feeble forms 
Return to native dust, 
And yield to kindred worms, 
Their pow'r, and wealth and trust : 
But still the same 
Our God remains ; 
O praise his name 
In-endless strains. 


Praise him for life and health, 
For hopes of glory giv'n, 
For reasos, real weaith, 
And all the joys of heav'sa 
By Christ proclaim'd, 
Who hath prepar’d 
For the redeem'‘d 
A great reward. 


He'll from the darksome crave » 
Ws :aise to lite, and joy ; i 





From death and hel) will save, 
And all their pow’r destroy. 
Creation, ail 
Thy pow’rs extend, 
Praise, great and small, 
Him, without end. 
x. W. T- 


THE MILK. MAID. 


THE orient skies with purple glow: 
Susan! pray hand me down my pail; 
For soon the sun his face will shew, 
And ply his beams around the va'e. 
Give me my bonnet, ['m in hasie; 
Biess me how warm I fear *twi.l be; 
What pity that my time should waste, 
While Colin, may be, waits for me. 


Now to the field with speed I'll go, 
For Colin vow'd to meet me there: 
I'm sure his arms he’ll round me throw, 
And press my cheeks, and call me fair. 


O what delight to sit and hear 


The pleasing accents of his tongue ; 
Or listen with attentive ear, 
To the sweet music of his song. 


Last May-day, when, around the green, 
The village lasses tripp’d so gay: 
Each strove the foremost to be seen— 
Each strove to bear the palm away. 
Colin advanc’d, with speaking eye, 
And round my brows a wreathe he wove,— 
O how the maids were heard to sigh 
For that sweet token of his love, 


Haste moments— bring him to my view! 
O dear, why does my lover stay? 
He surely will not prove untrue— 
No, no, he'll shortly pass this way. 
Then will 1 whisper in his ear, 
What he has heard, with joy before— 
That every time he meets me here, 
Mira will love him moce and more. 
AMELIA. 
BALTIMORE, : 
JULY 15, 1802. 


ecee seve 
* 


EVENING. 


SEE in the west the sun is fast descending ; 

And the mild ev’ning now serenely reigns— 
The gentle bieezesall around atiending, 

Spread the sweet incense of the flow’ry plains, 


See the gay clouds their beauties now unfolding, 
Ting’d with the crimson, and the golden dyes; 

Enrob’d in splendor, we their form beholding, 
Admire the glory of the ruddy skies. 


Behold the sun in solemn pomp declining, 
Each object casis a ong extended shace— 
Yon stream, on which his beams are fainily shining 


With glist‘ning waves flows gently thro’ the mead, 


The feather'd warblers to their nests retreating, 
Chaunt forth harmon’ously their ev'ning song 

The ftleecy fiecks along the plains are bleating, 
And slowly to their folds they move along. 
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See the gay rustics to their homes repairing, 
With the rich harvest of the fruitful eld: 
Whilst maidens are the rural fete preporing, — 

Then all to jocund murth and pleasure yield, 


Ah! happy swaios—their artiess bosoms ieeming, 
With purest friendship and extatic joys ; 
Health in their looks, their eyes with transport beam. 
ing, 
Drives care away, and ev’ry grief destroys. 


Lo! now the sun no more his light bestowing, 
His course is ended in the c1imson'd west; 
And gloomy night ber sable curtain drawing 
Over all the earth—bids nature sink to rest, 
ORLANDO. 
jerry, 1802. 
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NIGHT. 


“ Night! sable goddess ! from ber ebon throne, 

“ In rayless majenty, now stretebes forth 

“ Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb ring world,” 

Younes, 

THE sun has hid his glories in the west, 

And night in sable darkness shrouds the plains; 
From care and labour man retires to rest, 

And all zround a sclemn silence reigns ;— 


Save where the hoarse resounding fet roars, 
a With fury trembling *twixt (H@mountaing sides, 


~ Thro’ the deep vale the foaming torrent pours, 


Thence with yon river's winding Current glides, 


Now in the boundless azure vault above, 
Monumber'd stars with twinkling lustre glow ; 
Far as the eye thro’ endless skies can rove, 
New cause for wonder wakens to the view, 


How awful is this melancholy gloom ; 

No light (save what yon rolling planets yield) 
Emits its ray ; the eye's forbid to roam 

Far as the neighb'ring solitary fietd. 


Perhaps ev'n now, the trav’ler on his way, 
Looks round in vain to find aplace of rest; 
Whilst daring thieves, who shun the light of day, 
With murd’rous fury rush against his breast. 


Beneath their deadly wounds he bleeding bends, 
Sinks to the ground wich dying uprais’d eyes: 

In vain for mercy calls !—the plund’ ring fiends 
No mercy know—He faintly groans—and dies !« 


Behold (to cheer the solemn gloom of night,) 
The moon, rob’d in majestic splendor rise; 

Around she casts her pleasing welcome light, 
And shines unrivall'd in the spangled skies! 


She mounts resplendent thro’ the azure blue, 
And to ali nature yields @ softer day: 

The shad’wy plains awaken (o my view, 
And gentle breezes o'er the landscapes play- 


Her borrow’'d light thro’ yonder forest gleams, 
And the fair dew-drop gli.ters to her rays + 
The glassy bosom of the winding streams 
Reflect her image in a silver blaze! 
Pleas’d I survey the moon's refulgent light, 
Aud ev’ry wand'ring star which ‘round her ¢! 
Each hill and plain with raptare fills my sight, 
Till drowsy sleep compels me to repose. 
ORLANDO. 
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